Scop  (skop)  OE  Scop  or  sceop 
<OHG  scoph,  scof 
(poetry,  fiction,  sport,  jest) 

An  Old  English  poet  or  minstrel 


In  northern  Europe  (German- 
ic or  Teutonic  territories),  a type 
of  performer  the  scop  flourished 
from  the  fifth  to  the  seventh  or 
eighth  centuries.  The  first  use  of 
this  word  occurs  in  Beowulf  c. 
496  A.D.  where  it  refers  to  wan- 
dering minstrels  who  provided 
entertainment  at  King  Hrothgar's 
Meadhall,  Heorot.  King  Alfred, 
in  his  translation  of  Boetheus, 
refers  to  "Omerus,  se  gode 
sceop"  (Homer,  the  good  poet) 
c.  888  A.D. 

The  scop  was  a singer  and 
teller  of  tales  about  the  deeds  of 
Teutonic  heroes.  As  the  principal 
preserver  of  the  tribe's  history 
and  chronology,  the  scop  was 
prized  and  awarded  a place  of 


honor  in  society.  The  songs  and 
stories  were  major  features  of 
feasts  and  other  great  occasions. 
After  the  Teutonic  tribes  were 
converted  to  Christianity  during 
the  seventh  and  eighth  centuries, 
however,  the  scop  was 
denounced  by  the  church.  From 
the  eighth  century  onward,  the 
once  honored  scop  was  classed 
with  mimes  and  like  them  was 
branded  infamous.  The  term 
was  used  on  into  the  nineteenth 
century  but  has  become  obsolete 
in  present  day  English.  We 
revive  the  term  as  our  title 
because  it  refers  to  the  creator  of 
literature  and  the  teller  of  those 
tales. 
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Letter  from  the  Editor 

To  error  is  human. 

To  forgive  is  divine. 

But  to  edit,  now  that's  supreme. 
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ALL  OF  THE  PEOPLE  WHO  WERE  CHOSEN  BUT  NOT  WINNERS  ARE  HONORABLE  MENTIONED 
AND  SHOULD  BE  MENTIONED  AS  SUCH 


Pat  Martin 

Folse  Gods 


Behold,  Erato,  do  you  see 
this  pristine  page  that  tortures  me? 
Describe  the  reasons  if  you  will 
for  inspiration's  sudden  chill. 

Do  empty  writing  pads  reflect 
a poverty  of  intellect? 

Or  is  a leaden  heart  to  blame 
for  passion's  failure  to  inflame? 

(There's  not  a spark  or  ember  left.) 

Of  basics,  even.  I'm  bereft! 

No  metaphors  or  similes 
insinuate  their  harmonies. 

And  adjectives?  Not  even  those 
adorn  a line  of  verse  or  prose. 

But  wait!  Calliope  draws  near, 
murmuring  now  against  my  ear. 

I'll  be  your  muse,  she  seems  to  say, 

Trust  in  my  power.  Seize  the  day 
And  Lo!  A stirring,  old  as  art. 

Quickens  a place  within  my  heart 
Where  seeds  of  inspiration  grow. 

And  precious  words  begin  to  flow: 

"There  once  was  a man  from  Nantucket... 
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POETRY 


Liz  Horsley 

Two  Years  of  Memories 


I do  not  wont  you  to  go 

But  my  pride  won't  let  you  stay. 

Two  years  of  memories 

Somehow  I only  recall  the  good  ones  - 

Stupid  things  that  mode  us  lough 

Like  we  were  children  on  a playground. 
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Joking  over  that  book 
I never  got  around  to  reading: 
Living  Without  Procrastination  . 
"I'll  read  it  tomorrow." 

Doing  the  chicken  dance 
At  your  brother's  wedding. 

You  never  could  remember 
How  many  times  to  clap. 
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You  were  my  best  friend, 

Now  barely  my  lover. 

Your  left  hand  feels  weighed  down, 

Such  a small  gold  band 

Is  a noose  around  your  heart. 
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POETRY 


Pat  Martin 

High  Coup 


Poor  grapes,  gathered  there 
absolutely  unaware 
soon  you'll  meet  - my  feet. 


POETRY 
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Rhianna  Hatfield 

What  more  of  me  is  there  to  know? 


You  read  my  poems. 

My  words  inscribed 
on  my  rounded  belly, 

You  licked  them  up. 

You  kissed  the  rhymes 
from  my  thighs, 

And  gathered  alliteration 
at  my  throat 
with  your  teeth. 

You  scooped  lines 
from  the  small  of  my  back 
with  your  tongue. 

You  lapped  me  up. 

Left  me  dripping  verse. 
Caught  printed  tears 
on  your  finger  tips, 
and  smiled. 


J.L.  Jackson 

Lady  Lady  tody  Mine 


Lady  lady  lady  mine 
the  rose  pedal  of  my  heart 
the  keeper  of  my  heart 
the  queen  of  my  heart 

When  we  were  in  heaven  we  were  one  being,  one  spirit 
Now  that  we  are  back  together  we  can  become  the 
Earthly  version  of  our  heavenly  body. 

Our  blood  will  become  one. 

Creating  the  stars 
We  are  the  sun  and  moon. 

The  stars  will  be  our  daughters  and  sons 

For  now  allow  me  the  chance  to  linger  in  your  eyes 

Lady  lady  lady  mine. 


POETRY 


Liz  Horsley 

The  house  on  the  corner 


Police  car  parked  on  the  curb. 

The  mess  left  to  dry  on  the  garage  flaor. 
Didn't  want  to  leave  a stain  on  the  rug. 


Unspotted  walls  echo  memories  he  took: 
colicky  baby, 
drunken  slurs, 
wife's  campromises, 
daughter's  arias  of  disgust. 


All  is  silent  now 

Except  for  the  low  hum  of  CNN. 
He  left  the  TV  on. 


No  time  to  wash  the  dishes. 

His  lunch  remains  of  breadcrumbs  and  bits  of  gravy 
Now  trapped  in  his  stomach  for  all  eternity. 

They  took  his  guns. 

Left  the  empty  bottles  of  whiskey. 

The  house  on  the  corner  is  for  sale. 
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POETRY 


Sarah  A.  LaFontaine 

Perfect 


In  their  relentless  pursuit  of  perfection 
he  was  passed  over 
By  the  chisled  chins 
and  the  amazing  abs 
he  was  cast  aside 

without  so  much  as  a second  glance 
or  a second  thought 
he  was  forgotten 

seeming  one  so  rejected  and  so  lost 

but  holding  a mystery 

stronger  than  they  could  have  fathomed 

Behind  the  glimmering  pools  of  jade 

marked  with  flecks  of  gold 

licked  by  the  flickering  flames  of  innocence 

driven  by  childlike  mischief  and  ancient  wisdom 

teasing  with  somber  playfulness 

I could  not  pass  him  by. 


POETRY 


Jonathan  Munden 

A/ly  Angels 


Enchanted  forests  and  enchanted  dreams 

where  visions  and  storytellers  are  even  better  than  they  seem. 

I lie  awake  dreaming  in  the  gleaming  of  bright  moons 
shining  high  within  the  stars  of  the  midnight  sky 
and  lightning  flashes  like  ashes  glowing  faint  within  the  air 
floating  round  about  my  head  without  a sound. 

As  I stare  up  towards  the  heavens  a mystic  haze  engulfs  my  soul 

my  mind  begins  to  question  my  life's  worth 

and  as  I lay  there  in  confusion  my  senses  begin  to  flee 

I start  to  wonder  if  this  deam  I see  is  soon  to  end  tragically. 

Then  through  the  ashes  of  the  air  two  angels  came  to  me 
glowing  beautifully  like  nothing  I had  ever  seen  before. 

Their  hair  was  pure  as  silk  and  flowing  majestically  in  the  breeze 
and  their  beauty  caused  all  things  to  pale  and  kneel  beneath  the  trees. 

I sat  and  stared  in  amazement  and  wondered  why  they'd  came 

and  as  if  they'd  read  my  thoughts  they  said  that  they  had  seen  my  pain. 

Beneath  the  moon  I spoke  to  them  and  eased  my  troubled  soul 

and  behold  the  angels  heard  my  fears  and  made  me  feel  more  in  control. 

They  stayed  with  me  into  the  morn'  before  we  said  goodnight, 

they  passed  their  lips  upon  my  eyes  then  rose  up  into  flight. 

At  night  the  stars  rise  up  and  fly  so  bright  they  light  the  sky 
yet  nothing  shines  more  beautifully  than  my  angels  did  that  night. 
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POETRY 


Rhianna  Hatfield 


on  the  front  porch 
thick  heat 

short  blond  hair  between  my  fingers 

gray  cat  at  my  toes 

inside  it's  cold 

frozen  chemical  air 

scalded  by  hot  forehead 

"Most  heart  transplant  patients  live  about  ten  years." 
the  dogs  bark 

the  crickets  hum  in  heavy  waves 
I sit  on  the  front  porch 
in  the  noisy  heat 

mom  makes  dinner  with  nervous  hands 

strong  spotted  elegant  hands 

we  play  pretend  here 

drink  iced  tea 

listen  to  the  dogs  bark 

chew  on  pen  caps 

and  tug  at  our  shirt  hems 

We  are  not  afraid. 


POETRY 


Joe  Como 

Murder  At  Smoky  Joes  Tavern 


Act  I, Scene  1 

(The  curtain  rises  on  a smoky  almost  empty 
tavern  with  2 men  sitting  at  the  bar  watching  the  foot- 
ball game  on  TV.  The  stage  is  slightly  darkened,  the 
lighting  mainly  over  the  long  bar,  with  about  12 
barstools  along  it.  At  the  far  left  end  there  is  a cash 
register  with  a bartender  busying  himself  around  that 
area.  At  the  far  right  in  the  upper  corner  of  the  bar  is 
a TV  set  where  the  2 men  are  sitting.  There  are  rows 
of  bottles  on  the  shelves  behind  the  bar  and  a few 
miscellaneous  neon  signs.  Down  stage  in  front  of  the 
bar  are  3 tables  each  with  4 chairs.  Each  table  has 
people  sitting  at  them  except  for  one.  Stage  right  on 
the  wall  above  a door  is  a sign  that  says  'Outhouse'. 
Beyond  this  wall  are  2 sinks  and  what  appears  to  be 
2 bathroom  stalls.  This  area  is  dimly  lit  at  this  time.) 

Main  Characters:  Joe,  Anthony,  Gary,  Bartender 
named  Ron 

Extras:  3 Thugs,  Paramedics,  Policeman 

Joe:  (Shouting  down  the  bar  to  the  bartender  at  the 
register)  Hey  Ron,  how  'bout  another 

round?  We're  getting  kinda  dry. 

Bartender:  (Walking  down  to  Joe,  smiling)  Sure  no 
problem.  Let  me  guess,  the  usual?  (Pouring  the  beer) 

So  where's  your  partner  in  crime  at?  He's  running  a 
little  late  tonight.  You  all  have  been  coming  in  here  at 
the  same  time  for  as  long  as  I can  remember. 

Gary:  (Frowning)  I dunno,  he  said  he'd  be  here 
before  we  could  make  it  to  the  parking  lot.  There's 
no  telling.  I'll  give  him  5 more  minutes  before  we  call 
and  harass  him. 

Joe:  You  know,  he  has  been  acting  kinda  strange 


lately.  I wonder  if  he's  got  him  a woman  and  is  too 
chicken  to  tell  us. 

Bartender:  (leaning  farward  towards  them  whisper- 
ing) Yau  know,  he  was  in  here  earlier  this  week.  I 
seen  him  as  I was  coming  on  for  the  late  shift.  I said 
hi  and  he  just  kept  walking  towards  the  doar  like  he 
never  heard  me. 

Joe:  Your  full  of  it!  Anthony's  had  to  work  1 2 hour 
nights  all  week  - what  business  would  he  have  in 
here? 

Gary:  maybe  it's  that  mystery  woman.  .. yau  know 
how  he  likes  to  wine  and  dine  them. 

(laughs) 

Joe:  No  seriously,  why  would  he  bring  a girl  to  a 
place  like  this? 

Bartender:  (Looking  at  Joe  with  mock  disbelief)  I'm 
hurt  you  would  say  that!  What... My  tavern  isn't  good 
enough?  And  besides,  Anthony  was  alone  when  he 
walked  out. 

Gary:  All  right,  enough!  (Getting  up  from  the 
barstool  and  reaching  for  pocket  change)  I'm  gonna 
call  the  sorry  coot  and  tell  him  he's  snubbed  our  Fri- 
day beer  ritual.  (Walks  off  stage) 

Scene  2 

Gary:  (Walking  back  over  to  the  bar  and  sitting 
down)  I didn't  get  an  answer  so  maybe  he  is  on  his 
way.  If  not,  oh  well,... more  beer  for  us. 

Joe:  Well  he's  already  missed  the  first  quarter,  and 
the  game  is  heating  up... What  'cha  got  laid  dawn  on 
this  one? 

Gary:  Nothin'  man... the  last  one  broke  me  for  a 
while.  I lost  two  hundred  dollars  on  the  Cowboys. 
That  sucks  you  know.  You  think  I'd  learn  by  now.  But 
if  you  think  I'm  broke  just  wait  till  Anthony  gets  here 


SHORT  STORY 
SHORT  STORY  WINNER 


and  tells  us  the  damage  he's  got  going  on.  He  bet 
on  the  boys  too,  only  1 know  he  was  talking  bigger 
cosh. 

Ron:  (Perking  up  and  looking  towards  the  door, 
hollers:)  Well  it's  about  time!  Look  what  just  crawled 
in  the  door!  You're  spared  from  the  wrath  of  the  beer 
tanks  over  here. ..(smiles  and  nods  towards  the  guys) 
Anthony:  (Walks  over  and  sits  on  the  bar  stool 
between  the  two  men)  Yeah,  yeah.  Cut  the  crap.  I 
had  some  things  to  take  care  of  before  I could  come 
out  and  play  with  you  two  losers.  (Smiles) 

Gary:  (Waving  his  beer  at  the  bartender)  Bring  us  a 
round  buddy,  this  time  a third  glass  is  in  order!  (Looks 
at  Anthony  and  mocks  seriousness)  You  know,  we've 
figured  out  what  your  problem  is  don't  you?  You 

couldn't  hide  it  from  us  for  long 

Anthony:  (Frowns  and  shakes  his  head)  I don't 
know  what  you're  talking  about. 

Joe:  (leans  forward  and  nudges  him)  You  idiot  - 
that  woman  you're  hiding  from  us.  You  have  a 
woman  you  don't  want  us  to  know  about  - huh?  So 
who  is  she,  anyone  we  know?  Is  she  hot? 

Anthony:  Oh  come  off  it,  I don't  have  anyone  right 

now  that  I am  seeing.  After  last 

weeks  game  I haven't  had  time  to  even  think  about 

women.  I'm  broke  guys.  I have 

enough  money  to  buy  my  beer  tonight  and  that's 

about  it. 

Gory:  Mr.  Moneybags  broke?  Since  when?  You've 
always  been  a money  hoarder  since  highschool. 

Joe:  Yeah,  you've  always  been  so  tight  you  squeak 
when  you  walk  buddy.  What's  wrong?  You're  check- 
ing account  balance  drop  a zero? 

Anthony:  Shut-up  you  guys!  (Becomes  frustrated)  I 
didn't  come  here  tonight  to  get  a pile  of  crap  from  the 


two  of  you.  I come  to  unwind.  I've  been  working 
over-time  all  week  to  pay  off  that  big  wager  I lost  on 
last  weeks  game. 

Joe:  (Sm  iles  while  patting  his  billfold  in  his  back 
pocket)  I told  you  guys  you  shoulda  bet  on  the 
Chiefs. 

Gory:  (Flashing  a cross  look  at  Joe)  Yeah,  well  you 
sure  must  not  have  had  a whole  lot  of  faith  in  them, 
cause  I know  you  only  laid  down  twenty-five  bucks. 
Joe:  Hey,  I never  was  too  big  on  gambling.  At  least 
that  way  I didn't  miss  too  much  if  I lost.  Besides,  my 
wife  would  kill  me  if  I left  a big  hole  in  the  check- 
book! 

Gory:  (Looking  at  Joe,  and  glaring  at  Anthony)  You 
couldn't  be  working  too  much  overtime  if  you  had 
some  time  to  make  a Smoky  Joe  pitstop  earlier  this 
week. 

Anthony:  (Sitting  up  straighter  on  barstool  and 
slamming  his  beer  down)  Where'd  you  hear  that  at? 

I dunno  what  you're  talking  about. 

Joe:  Oh  calm  down.  Ron  told  us  he  seen  you  in 
here  earlier  this  week  and  you  were  too  good  to  talk 
to  him. 

(Three  older  men  walk  in  the  bar  at  that  time,  sit 
down  at  the  left  end  of  the  bar,  and  yell  at  the  bar- 
tender for  a round.  Bartender  begins  to  look  uptight 
and  hurriedly  brings  them  their  orders.  ) 

Scene  3 

Bartender:  ( Walking  back  over  to  the  guys  from  the 
older  men's  table.)  Hey,  you  guys  know  who  they 
are,  don't  you?  I haven't  seen  them  in  here  in  a long 
time.  Nothin'  but  trouble  they  are.  I doubt  they  are 


here  for  just  some  evening  brewskies. 

Joe;  No,  who  ore  they?  I don't  think  I hove  ever 
seen  them  before,  and  judging  from  their  shady  looks, 
I don't  think  I wont  to  know  them.  What  about  you 
guys?  Know  them  bad  boys? 

Gary:  Nope.  But  you'd  think  the  way  they  keep  star- 
ing over  here  they  knew  us. 

Anthony:  Oh  get  real,  you're  forgetting  the  TV  set 
is  above  us.  And  if  we'd  quit  looking  over  at  them  we 
probably  won't  have  to  find  out  who  they  are. 

(Smiles  sheepishly) 

Bartender:  Well,  they  are  from  downtown,  and 
rumor  has  it  they  run  a racket  on  the  side  to  keep 
their  pockets  lined  with  some  extra  cash.  And  I'm  not 
talking  about  selling  Amway  either.  One  of  my  good 
buddies  had  a bad  run-in  with  them  about  five  years 
back,  and  was  lucky  to  walk  away  with  just  a missing 
pinkie. 

(One  of  the  men  walks  up  to  the  bar  to  get  another 
beer.  He  stands  close  to  the  men  sitting  at  the 
barstools.) 

Thug  #1 : Hey  Ronnie,  how  'bout  another  beer? 
(Turns  to  the  guys  and  smiles  calmly)  How's  the  game 
goin'?  This  one  might  be  more  intense  than  last 
weeks,  ya  know.  (Turns  slightly  more  serious  and 
asks)  How  you  doin'  Antone? 

Anthony:  (Looks  up  with  surprise)  Doin'  fine 
thanks. 

Thug  #1 : That's  real  good  Antone.  Glad  to  hear  it. 
It's  real  important  to  take  care  of  yourself,  you  know? 
(Takes  his  beer  and  walks  slowly  back  to  his  table 
and  sits  down,  leans  forward,  and  quietly  talks  to  the 
other  men) 


Anthony:  Ron,  how  'bout  a shot  of  some  Wild 
Turkey,  buddy?  (Tries  to  busy  himself  in  watching  the 
game) 

Bartender:  Sure.  Havent  seen  you  drink  that  stuff 
before... (walks  down  towards  cash  register,  and 
pours  the  drink,  while  waiting  on  another  customer) 
Gary;  Now  how  in  the  hell  did  he  know  your 
name? 

Anthony:  I've  ran  into  him  a couple  of  times,  that's 
all.  (Takes  the  shot  that  Ron  sat  in  front  of  him  and 
downs  it.  Shrugs  his  shoulders,  looking  nervous,  rises 
from  his  chair)  Gotta  take  a leak,  be  back  in  a sec. 

(Anthony  walks  off  to  the  right  of  the  stage  through 
the  partitioned  wall's  door  marked  'Outhouse',  where 
the  stage  is  still  darkened.  One  of  the  thugs  from  the 
table  casually  rises  up  from  his  chair  and  walks  slowly 
to  the  bathroom.  The  guys  at  the  bar  hardly  notice.) 
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Scene  4 

(After  several  minutes  have  passed,  the  thug  walks 
back  to  his  table  and  finishes  his  drink.  They  trio  then 
rise,  pay  their  bill,  and  leave.  The  bar  is  almost 
empty  now) 

Joe:  Okay,  either  Anthony  has  fallen  in  the  toilet  or 
he  has  crawled  out  the  window  because  he  didn't 
want  to  say  good-bye  to  us.  I tell  you  Gary,  he  has 
just  gotten  weirder  and  weirder  lately. 

Gary:  (Rising  from  his  seat)  I'm  gonna  go  check  on 
which  it  is.  Maybe  I'll  go  turn  the  lights  off  and  scare 
the  crap  out  of  him,  that  should  make  it  go 
quicker.(Laughs) 

Bartender:  Hey,  remember  that  time  we  did  that  to 
him,  and  I used  that  fog  horn  in  the  dark?  I thought 
he  was  gonna  run  outta  the  bathroom  with  his  pants 
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around  his  ankles!!!  (Laughing) 

Look  what  I just  happen  to  have  handy!  (Pulls  a small 
foghorn  can  out  from  under  the  bar  counter) 

Gary:  (Laughing  with  Joe)  Oh,  this  is  too  funny.  Let 
me  hove  it  and  I'll  give  him  o scream!!! 

(Takes  the  can  and  walks  off  to  the  right  of  the  stage, 
reaches  for  the  door  and  the  light  switch  and  the  set 
goes  dark) 

(The  loud  piercing  screech  of  the  foghorn  sounds 
through  the  dark,  then  silence.  The  lights  are  turned 
on  to  the  right  of  the  stage  showing  only  Gary  in  the 
bathroom,  the  left  stage  is  darkened.) 

Gary:  (Talking  to  the  closed  door  of  one  of  the  stalls) 
All  right  you  little  fairy,  come  out  from  that  stall  if  you 
know  what  is  good  for  you.  (Looks  a little  closer  at 
the  floor  in  front  of  him,  then  backs  up)  ANTHO- 
NY!!!! (Walks  a little  claser  and  pushes  the  door 
open) 

Gary:  OH  MY  GOD,  ANTHONY!  (He  realizes  his 
friend  is  bleeding  and  slumped  over  the  floor  in  the 
stall)  Hang  on  buddy,  I'll  get  help!  (Runs  out  of  the 
bathroom  to  the  now  lighted  bar  set) 

Joe:  What  is  wrong?  You  look  like  you  - 
Gary:  (Interrupts  Joe)  RON,  CALL  911!  Joe,  come 
and  help  me!  Anthony's  been  worked  over  and  is 
bleeding  from  everywhere! 

(Both  run  to  the  bathroom,  the  bartender  is  on  the 
phone  calling  for  help) 

Gary:  He's  in  there.  (Points  to  the  stall  where  blood 
is  running  out  from)  I think  I'm  gonna  throw  up.  Is  he 
alive? 


Joe:  Get  over  here  and  help  me.  (They  drag  him 
out  of  the  stall  and  onto  the  floor,  both  are  kneeling 
over  him)  ANTHONY,  CAN  YOU  HEAR  ME  BUDDY? 
He's  not  breathing,  his  throat  has  been  slit! 

Gary:  Pumps  up  and  runs  over  to  stall  holding  his 
stomach,  sounds  of  vomiting  are  heard  from  the  stall 
where  he  is  leaning  over)  I can't  take  this  Joe  (out  of 
breath)  I can't  believe  someone  would  do  this  to  him. 
Joe:  Get  out  here  and  help  me!  Do  you  think  it  was 
one  of  those  thugs  sittin'  at  that  table?  I thought  I saw 
one  of  them  walk  in  here.  They've  killed  him!!! 

(Paramedics  walk  in  to  bathroom  carrying  equipment, 
hurriedly  walk  over  to  Anthony,and  begin  to  work  on 
him.  The  guys  slowly  walk  out  of  the  bathroom  back 
to  talk  to  Ron) 

Scene  5 

Bartender:  How  bad  is  he?  (Looks  shaken,  and  has 
been  talking  ta  a policeman  that  is  sitting  at  the 
barstaal  writing  nates  on  his  pad) 

Joe:  I think  he's  dead,  someone  cut  his  throat,  there 
ain't  na  way  he's  gonna  live  through  that. 

He  just  bled  everywhere.  It  looked  awful,  I just  can't 
believe  this. 

Gary:  I think  I'm  ganna  throw  up  again!  But  there  is 
no  way  in  hell  I'm  gaing  back  in  that  bathroom. 

(Holds  his  head  between  his  legs  and  moans  while 
holding  his  belly) 

Policeman:  If  you  guys  don't  mind,  I need  to  ask 
you  a few  questions  about  your  friend,  I know  this  is 
hard  for  you  all,  but  in  order  to  find  out  who's  respon- 
sible we  need  some  kinda  idea  to  go  on.  Was  your 
friend  in  any  kind  of  trouble? 

Joe:  I didn't  think  so.  Some  guys  came  in  here  earli- 


er  that  were  kinda  shady  and  have  a rep,  and  one  of 
them  knew  Anthony  by  name.  He  called  him  Antone, 
which  I found  kinda  weird  because  he  never  goes  by 
that.  Always  had  a hang-up  on  it.  But  the  guy  acted 
kinda  funny  and  seemed  to  know  him.  Anthony  did- 
n't hove  much  to  say  about  it,  and  was  pretty  nervous 
acting. 

He  went  to  the  restroom,  and  never  came  out.  But  I 
am  almost  positive  I seen  that  same  guy  get  up  and 
go  in  there  too. 

Policeman:  Your  friend  Ron  here  said  that  they 
were  part  of  the  big  underground  mob  that  goes  way 
back.  Anthony  didn't  have  any  debts  due  to  them, 
did  he? 

Gary:  He  lost  a big  game  bet  last  week,  but  the  guy 
he  made  it  with  seemed  okay,  not  shady  or  anything. 

I dunno  though,  he's  been  stressing  over  that.  He 
wouldn't  talk  too  much  about  it.  Do  you  think  they 
were  here  to  collect  or  something? 

Bartender:  (Looking  up  towards  the  bathroom) 

Here  come  the  paramedics  now. 

Paramedic  #1 : I'm  sorry,  but  he  was  dead  upon 
our  arrival.  We  tried  to  revive  him,  and  it  didn't 
work.  His  throat  was  cut  pretty  good,  ond  he  lost  a 
lot  of  blood.  I'm  sorry.  Someone  beat  him  up  pretty 
good  before  they  did  the  job.  Officer,  would  you  like 
to  finish  your  business  in  there  before  we  transport 
him? 

Policeman:  (Rising  from  the  barstool  and  closing 
his  notepad)  You  boys  need  to  leave  here  and  get 
some  rest,  I will  be  contacting  you  soon  to  follow  up 
with  some  questions.  We  will  do  our  best  to  catch  the 
man  responsible  for  this.  (Walks  back  toward  bath- 
room with  paramedic) 

Gary:  (Looking  at  Ron  and  Joe)  I can't  believe  that 


he  was  in  that  much  trouble.  Maybe  he  had  more 
thon  one  big  loss  that  he  couldn't  pay  up  on.  I didn't 
know  it  was  that  bad.  Do  you  think  that  they'll  actual- 
ly catch  him? 

Bartender:  I don't  think  so.  Not  for  a small  time 
job  like  this.  And  even  if  they  do,  and  we  show  as 
witnesses,  we  won't  be  safe  for  the  rest  of  our  lives. 

So  think  hard  about  that.  You  just  don't  screw  with 
those  kinda  people.  I've  seen  their  work  more  thon 
I've  ever  cared  too.  Now  get  outta  here  and  get 
home.  And  watch  yourselves  in  the  parking  lot.  I've 
gotta  bar  to  close  down  early. 

(Gary  and  Joe  slowly  get  up  and  gather  their  things, 
then  head  to  the  door.  Gary  is  still  holding  his  stom- 
ach and  moaning.  Ron  walks  over  to  the  door  and 
hangs  the  'Closed'  sign  on  it.  The  lights  fade  down) 


Ellen  Loschke 

...but  you  didn 't 


If  you  bothered  to  know  me, 

you'd  know  who  I was,  then 

you'd  know  that  I was  who  I said  I was 

you'd  know  your  presumptions  and  conclusions  are 

muddied  by  your  own  noise  of  childhood  rhetoric 

that  clings  to  each  one  of  your  brain  cells, 

pressing  against  the  clear  veins  of  reason 

snuffing  the  synapses,  which  are  no  longer  able  to 

receive. 

Receive  action  from  me. 

YOUR  dime-store  knowledge  of  me 

leads  you  to  inept  conclusions  because  it  is  what  you 

want 

to  hear. 

It's  what  you  think  you  know  - 
you've  surmised 

my  words,  my  thoughts,  my  actions  to  be  YOUR  truth 
as  opposed  to  THE  truth. 

How  arrogant  of  you. 

How  cruel  of  you  to  keep  massacring 
our  bond 

our  bond  of  innertwinement 

our  bond  of  soft-step-secrets  shared  over  carefully  cho- 
sen 

and  slowly  sucked  purple  SweeTarts 
our  bond  of  innocent  satin  ribboned  glances  past  pre- 
tense 

and  flat  floral  bouquets. 

If  you  bothered  to  know  me, 

you'd  know  who  I was,  then 

you'd  know  that  I was  who  I said  I was 

you'd  know  your  gross  rationalizations  only  delude 

you 

momentarily. 

Keep  you  alone,  while  you're  isolated 
by  brief,  lonelier  words  than  yours, 
who  you'll  eventually  lash  out  at  because 
close  is  too  close  to  cuddling  all  of 
you. 


They  will  not  listen  to  you  till  3:00  a.m. 

They  will  not  comfort  you  when  your  male  bonds  are 
broken. 

They  will  not  tell  you  that  YOU  are  worth  knowing 
for 

who  you  are. 

They  will  not  make  you  laugh  until  yellow  urine 
embarrasses 

a thick  single  layer  of  cotton. 

They  will  not  bounce  on  the  tree  limb  outside  your 
window 

so  hard  risking  bark-snapping  branches  and  death  by 
bengal  tigers  attempting  to  reach  past  your  wall  of 
netting. 

They  will  not  console  your  red  eyes  of  blue  drumming 
past  your  angry  pout,  that  your  best  of  true  friends 
indeed  loves  you  as  much  as  he's  able  to  love. 

They  will  not  loosen  the  tourniquet  of  guilt 
you've  tied  around  yourself  using  soft-fingertip-words 

Begging encouraging 

you  to  reveal  all  of  your  parts  you've  imprisoned  by  a 
solemn  oath  of  Vulcan  silence. 

They  will  not  rescue 

your  laughing,  seductive,  sensitivity,  which  will  wither 
due  to  days  and  decades  of  neglect. 

If  you  bothered  to  know  me, 

you'd  know  who  I was,  then 

you'd  know  that  I was  who  I said  I was 

you'd  know  that  our  friendship  was  not  a treasure. 

It  simply  was. 

Joining  with  mine  and  receiving  your  words  - making 
our  words. 

After  bantered  words, 

after  historical  words,  after  theatrical  words, 
after  supple  words,  after  rush-to-say  words, 
after  childlike  Fox  and  Dana  green  X'd  words, 
after  you-can-do-it  words, 
after  angry  words  hurled  from  immaturity, 
after  pretty  words  written  merely  because 
they're  pretty 


SHORT  STORY 


(and  you  fashion  yourself  upon  these  stems  of  idyllic 

ivory 

facades), 

after  no  words  spoken  since  the  person  you  most  fear 
is 

yourself  - 

then  our  friendship  still  reigns,  but,  your  half  of  the 
bracelet  is  tattered  - pulled  away. 

Yes,  then  you're  right,  my  love  is  conditional, 
because  I 

want  you  to  be  honest  with  me  and  yourself 
and  I want  you  to  treat  me  with  respect 
as  much  respect  as  you  would  demand  - as  you 
do  demand. 

Because  I want  you  to 
care  enough  about  us 
that  all  the  rest  of  it  and  them  be  damned. 

I want  you  to  recognize  that  what  we  had  was 

real. 

But  you  can't  recognize  that, 
because  you  did  not  reveal  all  of  your  cards. 
Although; 

You  slowly  slipped  in  cards  - face  cards  that  looked 
back, 

laoked  back  at  me;  repeating  records  of  old  hurtful 
tunes  or 

revealing  undignified  country  moods 
cards  carrying  wearisome  tension 
cards  burdened  with  untold  worry 
cards  admitting  archaic  prejudices 
cards  latent  with  easy  fury. 

Even  after  all  those  cards;  however, 

I still  would  be  there  tied  to  your  tattered  braid 
if  only  you  had  taken  the  gamble  on  us, 

but  you  haven't  taken  a gamble  on  you,  so  how  in  the 
world 

could  you,  could  you  even  dream,  could  you  even 
contemplate, 

could  you  even  complete  a circular  bond  of 


truth  out  there  with  me? 


If  you'd  bother  to  know  me, 
you'd  know  who  I was,  then 
you'd  know  that  I was  who  I said  I was 
leaving  cracks  of  doors  and  windows  open  and  push- 
ing and  skeleton  keys 

to  all  of  me.  But  you  aren't  who  you  said  you  are 
and  that  deception  from  both  of  us  left  us  with 
flat  memories,  incomplete,  crippled  good-byes, 
and  hollowed-out  gut  teared  pain  - awkwardly  apart. 


If  you'd  bother  to  know  me, 

you'd  know  who  I was,  then 

you'd  know  that  I was  who  I said  I was, 

but  you  didn't,  because  you're  only 

capable  of  a few  layers 

though  as  deceptive  as  you  are; 

your  are  capable  of  more  - 

a few  layers  of  unchallenged  sugar-sick-sweet  lemon- 
ade 

and  hot  summertime  sticky  smiles  only  last  so  long. 

So  keep  going  with  your  antiquated  ways  and  thin, 
selfish  agenda.  The  falseness  of  your  mediocre 
attempts 

of  pleasantry  sickens  me,  with  false  summertime 
lemonade 

sticky  smiles  that  stick  to  my  teeth. 

If  you'd  bother  to  know  me, 

you'd  know  who  I was,  then 

you'd  know  that  I was  who  I said  I was... 

black  lace  breasts  — under  water  perspective  — 

singular  independent  blurt  of  laughter  — 

quarter  note  guitar  singing  — hot-light  line  memorizing 

language  word  lover  — equal-eye  listener  of  children 
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savior  of  burned  elephants  — 
me... 
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Scop  (skop)  OE  Scop  or  sceop 
<OHG  scoph,  scof 
(poetry,  fiction,  sport,  jest) 

An  Old  English  poet  or  minstrel 


In  northern  Europe  (German- 
ic or  Teutonic  territories),  a type 
of  performer  the  scop  flourished 
from  the  fifth  to  the  seventh  or 
eighth  centuries.  The  first  use  of 
this  word  occurs  in  Beowulf  c. 
496  A.D.  where  it  refers  to  wan- 
dering minstrels  who  provided 
entertainment  at  King  Hrothgar's 
Meadhall,  Heorot.  King  Alfred, 
in  his  translation  of  Boetheus, 
refers  to  "Omerus,  se  gode 
sceop"  (Homer,  the  good  poet) 
c.  888  A.D. 

The  scop  was  a singer  and 
teller  of  tales  about  the  deeds  of 
Teutonic  heroes.  As  the  principal 
preserver  of  the  tribe's  history 
and  chronology,  the  scop  was 
prized  and  awarded  a place  of 


honor  in  society.  The  songs  and 
stories  were  major  features  of 
feasts  and  other  great  occasions. 
After  the  Teutonic  tribes  were 
converted  to  Christianity  during 
the  seventh  and  eighth  centuries, 
however,  the  scop  was 
denounced  by  the  church.  From 
the  eighth  century  onward,  the 
once  honored  scop  was  classed 
with  mimes  and  like  them  was 
branded  infamous.  The  term 
was  used  on  into  the  nineteenth 
century  but  has  become  obsolete 
in  present  day  English.  We 
revive  the  term  as  our  title 
because  it  refers  to  the  creator  of 
literature  and  the  teller  of  those 
tales. 
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